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A PALACE IN GENOA.

BY EDWARD SPENCER.
XIV—Continged,

HReader, let us sccompany the three about
(Genoa, sod see how they spent and made prof-
itable one of those haleyon days. :

It is & lovely morning, with the brilliant blae
sky of Italy over head—a sky not so0 glaringly
blue as ours, but toned amd sofiened, and made
indescribably lovely, by a sort of grayish-pearly
lusire about it, which only he who has seen can
appreciste, and none cau give an adequate idea
of—und the friends have gone forth for a walk.
For a moruing’s walk to the leisurely stranger
in Genoa, there is, of course, but one route,
along the street of Palaces—for Genoa, city of
Palaces as she is, and of tall houses, has with-
in ber midst a street of Palaces, as, in Hamlet,
we have a play within a play. And this street—
there is but oney though it s variously named
in different portions of its extent—is rightly
called a street of Palaces, for, though compara-
tively broad, the tall and gorgeous piles on
either side rise so towering high that one fan-
cies the eky is very far off indeed—jyet, oh, so
bright and blue, when you look up at it, like the
sky one gages at when far down in a well orin
s mine-shaft. From the Piaszza dell’ Annun-
ciata, it stretches to the Piazza Amorosa, and
called in one place Strada Nuova, in another
Strada Novissima, and yet again Strada Balbi,
it prescnts to the eye one long, continuous se-
ries of marble structures, splendid in architec-
tural display, and giving one new ideas of the
pomp and show of wealth. When one has
traversed it, he knows well how Genoa came by
her title of The Buperb. Such massive balco-
nies, rising one above the other, tier on teir,
like stage-boxes in a tall theatre, each one deli-
cately carved, as if it were a parlor mantel or
the altar of & church; such great ambitious
arches, such lofty marble stairs, invitipgly open
to you on the street, but seeming, as you glance
up, to be as interminahble as those of poor Pi-
ranesi’'s dream, or ns the stair along which fled
Tom Moore’s Aleiphron when initiate into the
mysteries of Isis and Osiris and Serapis—by
their massiveness and their gloom. sometimes
recalling those black steps down which Beck-
ford's Kalif pursusd his way to the Halls of
Eblis; the heavy lower windows, closed and
barred ; the columns and pillars, tall and mas-
sive ; the glimpses of roomy vestibules, und far-
piercing corridors, and loity halls, now decked
in gold, now cireled with mirrors, now frescoed
from wainscot to wainseot, over wall and ceil

and wall, back to the marhle floors; the terrnce-
gardens between, with groves ofolive, lemon, and
orauge-trees, all green and gold—such green
and gold, 100 !—and rich cleander, and polished
citron, and, high above all, the over-arch of the
spreading, loxurious vine: all tliese reared far
and high above you and the street, smiling upon
you with a smile of Itay, and showering down
upon you precions odors of eitron and grape
bloom, the breath of Italy, these; the peculiar
wealth of color everywhere, seen in the ripe and
stained and mottled marbles, in the an
dnmp and mildew, in the muss of decny, in the
froscoes that everywhere meet your eye, ingide,
ontside, on wall and door and fagade and bal-
cony and window, everywhere ; the churches
hare and there, as numerous as rich, and as
rich as art can make them ; the paint, the gild-
ing, the stacco, the endless vanety of hue, of
form, of design, of apparel—all these crowd nupon
the bewildered gazer till he is staggered with
the intoxication of a dream, and might fancy
himself, like Aladdin, uudderﬁy transferred from
the dull tailor-shop to the mysterious garden
underground soall ablaze with magic wealth of
rold and light and music and sparkling jewel-
led fruit! Historic nnmes these palaces bear,
too—the grand Durazzo, finest and most superb
of sll, with its noble gallery of pictures; the
Doria, with old Andrew’s statue in its garden,
» mute old Neptune, lofty, white, and colt!_. pimid
the lustrous green foliage, and by the voieless
fountain—— y

“Tis Satarn in the Hyperion of Jedn Keats,’
cried Helen, when she saw the tatue; “the
picture is almost exact :

' Doep in the shady eadness o' vale,
Far .‘:uaien from the healihy 'reath of morn,

. H ve's one star
Far from the f-er_y noon m:‘ o "
et e s e
i There is some r<emblance, Helen,” said
Rupert, “ only, this 13 not exactly like a path-
less forest, si ent «nd shady ; and Doria stands

up, erect, and rless, and contented.”
“ There ia AMother feature of resemblance to
iodre which you have left out,” said
ing at Helen, as she watched the
unconsciously touched it with her

-aghand.

« ¥ bat is that ? " asked she, quickly.

Yerivale, with a amile, looked at her, aud
‘J'l!‘.‘d 3

1t s=emed no force cou'd wake bim from his place ;
Rut there came one, who wif o kindred band
Touched bi- wide shoulders, afier bencing low
Vith reverence, though 1o one who kn-w it uot
be was a God-oess of the infant world "—

“ There ! there ! " cried Helen. “If we ¢ wake
bim from his place, I am sure the old hero
would inflict an awful punishment upon you for
flattery, and have me before the Inquisition for
making beathen comparison$—a proper reward
o both of us for capping verses. Uomt.hl_et ns
escape. I almost funcy I see his eye twinkle
aud his fist clench.”

There is another Doria palace towards the
«ea and the Poneute, now used for barracks ;
this is one of the first objects that meets the
eye in coming from Marseilles—as Mrs, Brown-
ing writes :

“The Doria's long pale palace striking ont,
From green hills in adsance of the white town,

A marble finger dominant 1o ships, ] -
Seen glimmering through the unceriain gray of dawn.

Uther Palaces, such as the Serra, with its famous
saloon, all mirrors and marble and gilding—
which cost, they say, & million of francs, and
seelns far more appropriate to s New York
Hotel or a Paldis Royal restaurant than to. the
residence of a family; although the cusfode
money by showing it, aud siblw its
¢ owner shares theprofit with him; the
, the University Palace, the Palazzi Pal-
ni, Carega, Negroni, Cambiaso, di Negro,
figuole, Brignole Sale, Grimaldi, Spinola,
wil whers—all works of art, noble, wealthy,
ud sumptuous—may be mentioned, but not
ribed.  All are built upon one genersl
plan; the architecture is almost too florid to
Ue 1 perfect good taste, but all preserve the
sume characteristic of wealth and sumptoous-
uess, wnd all tend to keep up that contrast be-
tween the immense space of building and the
exceeding small space out-doors, which has
struck all travellers ns such an incongruity,
aud has provoked so mawy figures lllﬂoﬁn'
psrisons in the attempt to convey ideas of it
“Plln.’ bas even ventered to dl it wl’| M
Kuys that p‘-.-ph- cannot sit 0 oppmim door-
Wu,u.u_n:hbul knocking their knees IW‘
but this is what is called “sl.ﬂl&dlil!‘i".d
when Heive took what is uusllj the tra ;
first view of it, from the gen, he confessed
t;ul;‘ n feeling as wonld
twakened in his poetic breast, comparing it 10
4 bleached nkeltpt.gﬁ, in and about lﬂ: over
which the ants creep continually. * The streets
&re mere lanes, with here and there a kind of
toell or breathing-pluce,” says Charles Dickens ;
but he eays, also, “It is u place that ‘grows
Upon you" every day. There seems to be al-
“ars something to find out in it. There are
’;t"‘ most extraordinary lanes and alleys sod
'-'I:‘*u)stu\ulk in, * % @& I:h:tm-ﬂdl'm
¢ stramgest contrasts; thin are pic-
Wresque, ugly, mean, msmgul, delightrul,

makes

‘mess of the harbbr, and the mi

paturally bave been |

upon the sea-coast and {
the Appenines, at the foot ¢f &
if she were '

mounte, and come to repose herselfe uppon a
plaine;” which pretty figurg, in its uncon-
scious proso 13, at once adumbrates and
justifies that of Mrs. J 'when she says
of Genoa: “8he is like a noble matron; bloom-

mun. and diﬂni.ﬁad in deony.” Mr. Hil
iard notices, while he ex the small-
re nature of
the view, which he compares ta “a clever scene
in an opera.” He is more happy when he likens
the city, seen from within, to “a cluster of
shafis cut through a quaPry ¢ marble.” For
mysell—after London, for its vastness and its
associations with literatare ; ater Paris, for ita
life, its natare, its individuality ; after Venice,
for its saduess, for its colors, fir the shadow of
its wloen and Ibenw of it waters under
I.li.]eh,-low Iyo:u'go ola ; 1 }.Mme,chiefuf
all, the pilgrim's pole-star, fbr ita art, its life,
its dﬂd?‘ii‘:hﬁﬂ, for its . re, for its
prme snd its fare, for its - and its shame, |
for its m:hmz:nm dust, {8 rottenness, for
Romulus, tus, and Cate, and Tully, and
Cuesar, and the poets, and Ngro, and Gregory,
for its spoils of Greece, its Raphael, its Michel-
agnolo, its Claude, its Guido,for its Petrarch
crowned and Keats buried, for its Colossenum,
its Duomo, Yts Vatican, for.its reminders of
Sylla and Alaric and Genserle and Bourbon,
for its memories of Rienzi god its name of
Mazzini, equally with its meraeries of Borgia
and its whispers of the Cengi®-for all these I
would still take “ staff and sn" for Rome;
and to Damascus and Cairp,'slso, because of
the “Arabian Nights;” bot, sfier these, my
pilgrim thoughts wend fondly, towards Genoa
the Superb—and not so muel, for its associa-
tions, its history, the stirriog 1511l of memories
called up, a8 for its very self< Besides beiug
dear to us, as our first glimpsciof Italy, Genoa
has a peculiar intercst of its qwn; it bears the
same relation to Italy and Ttgfian art and po-
etry that old Nuremberg does® the medieval
Gothic art and romance, and 7t does not belie
one’s anticipations when ente+fl snd inspected.
Like quaint old Nuremberg, 580, it has a pe-
culiar interest to American éyws, from the fact
that it has always been & Bur ther town ; these
palaces were built, not by bag ity feudal lords,
but by merchants and ¢ gren, who made
their money by industrous p@rsuits, by trade
and commerce and handicralt, sud who were
not mshamed to own it, Byon great Doria's
name is but D'Oria, of gell,’ who laid the
foundation of their greatiess in goldsmith
street—stradi di orefici—and perpetuated the
fact by their name. 3y 3

Out of this litle harbor saflt 4 the galleys of
the stout republic, manned mid officered by
men from the middle class, ##trd in one hund
and account-book in the other, ready for battle
or for trade, as the chance gffered. And from
this school came the discoverer of America,
Cristofero Columbo, son of a wool-comber.
And he who looks st (Fenoa with a philosophie
eye can see the relation betwe g such a history
and such a city. It was not the wish to have a
cool city, to keep out the sun, saod prescrve the
shade, which made Genoa wh it iv is, all houses
no and streets. Nor was it, a¢ Heine supposes,
because the city was built upon & small rock, and
i8 necessarily crowded. No, 1l reason is that
their beginnings were small ; ¥4y located there,
poor, and without mouey, sucd 3ad no need of
room, because they could nof afford to aeail
themselves of it; aud thus, ia g€ zing at the eity,
we are able to recognise all this superimpos
magnifieence as peculiarly and honorably tieir
awn, becanse nchieved by el weu fvvdom
under the guidance of their gwa industry. The
streets show what Genos originelly was meagre,
poor, and mean, and what it sdight have con-
tinued ; the palaces, the churches, the ten thou-
sand crowded tokens of wealth that meet the
eye, show how great they were in being able
so completely to rise above this primary posi-
tion. The cc _ .'hs and goode-tracks, which,
in Boston, are politely denominated streets, and
the narrow lanes anff elbow Jdarners of lower
New York, tell a similar tale, and fully as hon-
orable in its significance. Iajeach case the
original ring was of iron, rough and rude; the
wearers themselves have pot on all the gold
plating, added all the filagree and fret-work,
and inset all the wealth and blaze of jewels
which now principally atiract us. And surely
it is only ghe more honorable t@ and remarka-
ble in the greai, steel-thewed Milo, when he ap-
pears before our wondering eyeg with o mighty
bull upon his shoulders, if-jt n be said of
him : why, once he was only aile to sapport &
feeble six-weeks' calf. -

But, though the sun seems very far off over
Strada  Balbi, when he gets faicly overhead his
rays strike down intolerably, ard long before
noon our friends are anxions fof shelter. Shall
we turn aside, down into one (T these narrow
shop streets, that look so cool, Jo gtill, so echo-
ing? This up-hill one, that down-hill one, or
this where the bright little shghs look so in-
viting ? But no—Miss Beale ¥1s tried it once
or twice, and she is not yet o -lte s0 used to
Geunoea, and its sights, and sounds, and smells,
as to be able to find in these lanes, despite all
their contrasts, their life, their deadness, their
infinite variety of shape and size and hoe, their
gay shops, like the cells in a slice of honey-
comb, the studies of lile and character they pre-
gent, the various features of the various trades,
despite all the endless phaptasmagoria which
wait upon them—she is not able to find herself
compensated for their squalor; the nnwhale-
gome stenches that steam oat of them ; the un-
grateful sights they force upon the eye; the
balf naked children ; the dirfy women and filthy
men—* Why don’t they wash | " says Ropert—
the greasy priests, rolling their sensaal pig-eyes
towards her; the stalls where men suck down
yards of macearoni, and children gorgs them.
selves with polenta; the beggars, squalid and
verminous, with an exceeding eagerness to ob-
trude their deformities, their lumps and humps
and broken limbs, and sightless sockets, and
red, raw wounds, and cmzil:{'a res, and fester-
ing ulcers; the filth and garbage, sccumulated
in heaps and piles ; the black lower walls ; the
dampness, and mouldiness, and rottenness of
everything, and the smell of all, which * pecu-
liar fragrance” (to quote the words of Mr.
Charles Dickens, who is unspproachable in the
description of a stink) “isilike the smell qf
vory bad cheess kept in very hot blankets.”
Miss Helen has begun indeed to make the dis-
covery of the truth of what“she was warned of
by Merivale at Como, that in Italy the pictur-
esque is inseparable from the offensive, but she
bhas not yet quite reconciled herself to the fact,
and so she declines going down into a side
street. So Merivale prn{wagss a glance at the
Cathedral church, San Lovenzo, whither they
go, and duly admiring the gingular effect of the
interior, which is uniquely arranged with alter-
nate courses of white aud-black marble, the
rich chapels in gilt and ma*ia, and tife numer-
ous statues and pictures, they had a view of the
Holy Graal. From San Lorenzo, our friends
obeyed & su of Meyivale's, and visited
the Palszzo Brignole Sale, which contains an
admirable collection of pictures, a gn.l].er{‘whmh
seemed superb indeed to elen and Rupert,
but which suffered with Merivale, iur he re-
 membered the Pitti and the Vatican. And
now it was that our artist felt at home. He

the custede, who l:“ l;bont to
them round, and converted himeelf into a
vo!ﬁhli Cicerone. The “ Abrakam” of
lione was pointed out, also Guercioe’s
“ and Saints,” and 'm“pl;l‘dtnirr by
Rubens. Helen paused before n y Fau
. .-.t work, quiet and tempered
fn: St John offering a butterfly to the
y it there was such a chastened
: of expression and quiet
the'young lady felt her

L
M" IudP"el'l‘T‘!les
is 8 work of Pelegrino
o and one who, if he

2 “0Oh, Mr.
cried she, suddenly; “ Have
These companion pictures ?
traits 7 "1

“8i, Biguorina,” eried the i
bastily up; “Sono ritratti per Vandyck di
M e Marchesa Brignole Sale "——

ru!.nad Merivale. -
_**Ah,” said the unabashed custode, rubbi
his hlndl,flllikf dual:mindd to dQ'Lin nnmj
amount of talking; ella ha ione !
Excellenza & veumgenwﬁo conolcito:.qro
* Andatevene, Ciarlone!” shouted Merivale,
mot«u_mmithe man off with a gesture, and then
bending his whole attention to the its.
They were two—those of & noble and his wife—
-placed optailo'to each other, and 30 that they
could look into each other's The Mar-
quis is on horseback, hat in hand, a noble-look-
ing gentleman, dressed in ‘Vandyck style’—
every one knows what that is. The Marchio-
ness wears a stiff Genoese velvet dress and a
ruff, and has a rose in her hand. No lovelier
portrait of & wife was ever depicted upon can-
vas. There may have been, and doubtless
are, more beautifal women, and artists have
represented pretiier faces, perbaps. The Fona-
rina, as we trace her in Raphacl, his Saint
Cecilia; Jacopo Palma's daughter, Violante,
whose exquisite face and figure we see 8o con-
stantly and lovingly reproduced in her father's
works, in Giorgione’s and in Titian's—these
may have been more beautiful, but could not
have been so lovely as the portrait of this Mar-
chioness Brignole Eﬂle.

“She is at the window,” said Helen, entran-
eed. “He is going to ride, and she ia about
to fling him her rose. Oh, how lovely, how
gweet and soft she is. Her face and eyes are
just warming up to smile upon him. And I
wish T had & sister like her.”

“ And I—a wife,” murmured Rupert, gazin
still, withhardent eyes. Merivale sighed. “ Ten
years of wmy life would I give for Vandyck's
power when he painted that portrait.”

“ And how mueh for \'sm.r;ck's subject, Sir
Cotirier 2"

Merivale looked from her face to the portrait,
thes back again to her face. It was bright
and warm, and all alive with pure enthusissm.

“ Nothing," auswered the artist, significantly,
“I need not go back three hundred years to
find a subject worthy of my pencil, had I thride
the skill of Vandyck.” .

“Three hundred years!" cried Rupert, “ and
the colors are as fresh as if they had been laid
“ln yesterday. <Qh, could I be an artist like
that!”

“It wonld be worth dying for,” cried Meri-
vale, enthusiastically.

“Worth living for, you mean,” said Helen,
reprovingly. “ No endowment is worth pur-
chssing at the cost of life—for 1ife itselfl is the
highest gift man caun possess. What a strange
thrill it givea me to look at these old portraits,
in their silence, their stateliness, their calm
aud guiet beauty! I love to gaze upon a pic-
ture of my friend. I like to study the limned
features of him whom I know by fame, or with
whom I converse in books; but a gallery of
faces, ancestral and going back far, far into the
grave! oh, it chills me, like so many funeral
urns, placed side by side, and each imscribed
with some death's-head or memenio mori! ™

4NV at mn vasity havs sen and fewmiiice clung
to closer or been more extravagant in,” re-
marked Merivale ; “ what do you think of the
gallery the famous eulogist, Paulo Jovius, had
in his beautiful villa on the banks of Como?
He spent an immense fortune in gathering to-
gether the portraits of celebrities of all ages,
climates, and nations, and then sat himself
down in their midst to write about them, and
not always eulogistically, either.”

“ Their presence would have oppressed me,
and I wonld not have dared to write about
them. I would have expected every moment
to see them leap down from their frames, frown-
ing and menacing.”

“Yet to me there is a certain fascination in
portraits,” said Rupert. “1 look and wonder,
naw believing in Lavater, and now doubting
him entirely. How true that picture of Ru-
bens over there iz to the life of the brave old
Sir Peter Paul, as history has handed it down
t2 us. How false’ the sweet, modest, sly face
of yonder Countess to her bold snd shameless
life. And, beyond that, how strange it is that
these cunning colors should come down to us
in all their freshuess and beauty, when the
originals, once ten-fold as lovely, and seemingly
ten-fold as enduring, have, centuries ago, been
mingled with the dust!”

“ Arg longa, vita brevis,” said Merivale.

“(Oh, the contrast of these stately palaces
and these life-like portraits with the people that
ordered and the Esnds that devised them|”
quoth Helen; *life passes away like a sum-
mer breeze ; the rose goes like the blush from
yonder cheek, and the breath from those sweet
lips; yet their works and their memories come
down to us forever, perpetusl monuments of the
enduring, as they are perpetoal admonitions o
change, decay, and transitoriness!"” '

* Sic transit,” quoth Merivale; “and there-
fore you argue with the worthy Herr Professor,
I suppose, Miss Helen, ‘dat de ting madt is
more wordty ash de maker dereof—de vheel
rups a toussndt mile, budt de carritch-maker
he cannot s0 much as ten miles run den; und
I makes von cask to holdt saxty gallons of
bier, vhile I eannot holdts more as von callon.'
[s not that the legitimate corollary of your ar-
gument 7"

“ Yes," replied Helen, laughing, “and a
proper rebuke to all of us for growing so
seriously solemn and sepulchral. hat right
have young and healthy people like us ever to
entertain e sad-hued fancy Our days are
crowned with roses, so ought our thoughts to
be. Bogue la galere!"

And, potting her arm within Rupert's, she
half said, balf sung, that little air of Meyerbeer
in Foberte i Diavolo—

* Folle & quei che 'oro adune

¥ nol sa come goder,

Non prove giamms i mriuna,

Che sta lunga dal piacer,”
with such a merry, daneing, chirrnping pirou-
ette of her voice, that the Custede came in,
running, aod, hearing her, could not restrain
his face from smiling, nor his hands from ap-
plause. This time, Merivale did not drive him
trom the room—nay, I am uaded he found
the man's feelings so kindred to his own, that he
looked upon him with a really favoring eye, and
tipped him twice the usual fee on leaving the
gallery. Why?

“Take, oh bontman, thrice thy fee,
For, invi 10 thee, :
Spirits twain have erossed with me | "

In the aftérnoon, our friends took Nature for
their guide usually, and so knew yet rarer joys
than the joys of Art. For example, they would
wander out from the city, and view it from
afar; now from where the Ponente comes
boldly down 10 the beach, & view in which the
lofty Carignano fills the prospect with its beau-
tiful lines ; now from one of the terraced, olive-
grown, and vineyarded heights above, where
with the green beauties of the gardens around
them, aud the fragrance of the flowers melting
into their senses, they could look down upon
and drink their fill of its peculiar love-
liness. There beneath thew lay the city in all
its beautiful confusion ; churches, monasteries,
and convents, sending their challenging spires
and campaniles up towards the blue; the white

glittering like glaciers in the sun ; far
w, the coast, beginning with the lighthouse,
and meandering with its white road away off
towards Nice; the broad sea in front, frittered
into & multitudinous Bigarrure of gold and
jewels—lapis lazuli and topaz aund mother-of-
pearl, inlaid and fretted over with and

amethyst and diamond ; near at b the gar-
den d’:uqm Bols, with its sparkling fountains,

“ And the most admired works here,” inter-
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pezzia, it may be, or Lerici, or , and, on
their return, catch the noble coup-d'eil of . Ge-
noa from the water. The sea was like a lake
of molten gold, so dead was the calm. Above
the sky was biue, “deeply, beautifully blue,”
but, where it and the waters met to kiss the
sun, it had a pale-green hue, with bers and
there a streak of burnished vapor, diaphanous
and lopstrous as veil of lace. U bly
lovely seemed the city in this light, a pile of
white get in vivid green, house above house,
terrace above terrace, crowned by bristliog
battlements, and these again crowned by olive-
bearing, vineyard-laden hills. Over the bur
nished waters were spriukled craft of all sizes,
each with its still white sail set, “a Pninud ship
upon a painted” ocean. And this was the

editerragean, the sea of seas, where nature
and ‘the magic of association combine to rule
with equal powers. All of the Past that men
love, honor, reverence, worship, seems to clus-
ter about this sea; religion, heroism, science,
art, literature, all dats from here ; and the soul
murmurs to itself, bewildered, yet feeling their
import, the names Greece, Palestine, Egypt,
Rome, Carthage, Italy! Should we not rev-
erence this sea? Two epithets we apply to it
“beautiful,” and “celebrated,” and then we
guze upon it, voiceless, awed, yet with a passion
of devotion. And when we pause to think
over the destinies that hedge it around, we gaze
out sadly o'er its sleeping form, and whisper
with tenderest solicitude Michael Angelo’s voice
for his “ Night:"

“Meire & e il danno 2 la vergogna daria,
MNon veder, oo sentir, m'e gran veoura;
Pere non mi destar, den paria ba so! "

Aye, sleep on, placid sea; while shame and
injustice last, the soft unconsciousness of slum-
ber is truly the greatest boon. *Therefore
distarb me not, speak low, speak low!”

The late sun blazes at the water's edge,
hovering there, and sevding its gold and crim-
son armies o'cr the waves; hovers u momeut,
quiverso'erthe brivk—and ginks. Nowthe high
const in all its graceful curves is blest with rosy
light; how soltly it tinges the white palaces
with its flush, and seems to melt among the
groves and vioeyards like grateful incense from
an altar. The crimson flush pervades all; the
cliffis, the bays, the rocks, the towers, the gilded
roofs, the towers and campaniles, the groves,
the hills, the windows, the straggling sails, are
all suffused with it, and driok 1t in greedily, or
reflect it gloriously. Then the rose gives way
to violet, the violet dims into purple. beyond
the hills the aky wa vanlty, tha showss line
darkens as its shadows creep out over the ligeid
calm, the palaces gleam dimly white and faint,
the weet is dying like a dolphin in whose side
quivers Hesper's diamond-hilted lance, sending
a single thread of silver towards you over the
sea, while from the land, faiot and then more
loud, is wafted the voice of the evening prayer,
the sweet Ave Maria, borne on the notes of the

—— ¥ Bqnilla de lontano
Che paju il giorno pianger, che si muors.”

It is truly the vesper honr, the hour of ten-
derness and love, and our friends feel its soft,
tender, yet saddening influences, as they elowly
and in silence scull shoreward. How mellow
the twilight, and how gently suggestive, in ita
faded, dying hues, of the glory and the splendor
just expired! Night drops dark uvpon the
waters, clouds gather about the hills, shadows
lengthen and deepen, ghostlike flitting come
the mists and vapors of the night, softly con-
fusing and rendering mystic in their indistinet-
ness the shapes of sea and shore, and the
wavering whiteness of Gienoa as she rises from
the beach and creeps towards the mountains.
A type of Italy is her sunset and declining
day-=symbolic of ber mid-day splendors and of
her eve's decay; but why do I lay profane re-
touching hands upon this poem? Is it not a

oem—each Italian sunset? And has it pot
seen set in colours and in verse often enough—
Claude, Poussin, Titian, Byron, Rogers—
rofane hands, indeed, these of mine! But
taly somehow has a wondrous stimulating in-
fluence upon the art-impulse, and, as soon as
we come upon her soil, we begin to draw pic-
tures,

Nor did our unwearied travellers permit the
night to pass bl_[xhwilhout providing its peculiar
enjoyments. 8y were young, strong, eager
and curious, and there was no spectacle worth
seeing that they permitted to escape them,
Say it has been a festa ; evening droops, and,
with the shadows of night, they go to witness
the celebration at some church or chapel. Now
they wend their way across the' bridge of Ca-
rignano—a bridge over streets and houses, not
over stream or rock—to the church of Santa
Maria di Carignano, built by the Marquis Sauli,
as a place where be could hear mass conveni-
ently. Another time they visit the Annuncia-
ta, the glory of the Lomelliui family, to whese
wealth it owes its existence, and the pride
of Genoa. The moolight is dancing on the
waves without, the bells clang an exultant jo-
bilee, aud devotee and gallant, stranger and
peasant, are hasting on their way towards
the glittering Aununciata, Our friends join
the throng, and so will we, reader, for 'tis a
magic sight to see—a festa night in Genoa the
Superb. Strada Nuova lays fair and lovely in
the moonlight, its long line of palaces stretch-
ing before the eye, half in light, half in shade,
‘“like the long, vapory opening of a cloud in
the summer sky.! Now we come to one of
those “ breathing places,” the Piazza dell’ An-
nuuciata, and, behold, bere is the church be.
fore us. We enter. What a blaze of light—
what a dazzling scene of splendor! The exu-
berant wealth, the tumultuous array of marble
E:::::ednd ur:hod,:f go s fm&zmd of

ish gilding; the hum of voices, crash
of mull{-:w!.he flash of light and blare of sound
come upon our senses like the overtors of a
grand opera put forward with more than ordi-
nary orchestral pomp. Venetian is the florid
color of the freseoing, and the bigh ceiling is
one mighty brooch of gold set in an alabaster
frame. Rich draperies bang in festoons from
wall and ceil, and enwreathe the tall red marble
columns that support the roof. The saints’
shrines sparkle with reflected light from tea
thousand gold and jewelled ornaments, votive
offerings, macklaces, and rings. The orchestra
in the , attended by a full chorus of
voices, rises and swells and dies away with an
ebb and flow g :l:ilﬁmdinou ;elod ; uu?
deep organ rol gushes with & o
anthem and of praise; while from the high
altar, with its band of solemn priests, and from
innumerable tapers, high and low, aguiost the

i uuﬁ: up, and magnified
m roof and cei
and

poured worshippers
who £l the hodl;o::f the charch. Buch ln?:di-
ence, t0o, it is, rivalling in pi ue effect
the mﬂﬁ“t scene of a Knuf&
in the aisles, standing, seated, performi 1
Sovotioss With biwe Wols snd Wkucaes ‘of
gesture, s mingled throng of men and women—

men in red caps, and coats about their shoul-

Btrange and solemn worship, that wakes the
rn;m- to lips 5o long unheeding, and rouses
nto throbbing life again the immortal
part of us, erewhils so stagnant !“'Imi et, by
yonder column, hear the murmur. o is

yeven to his ears, and ber mezzaro is
80 wrapped about her as to hide ber face entire-
ly. Of what do they converse, standing there
s0 close to each other by the tall red column,
and with heads bent down close together, =0
that their murmurs may not be heard, and their
warm breath may mingle? What topic sug-
ests that mutoal seeking of the other's hand,
that warm clasp ? See, now, she moves away—
she flings herself upon her knees in the aisle,
bows her head, l;{: & prayer, and signs the
cross, ever watched by him. Now she steals
off noiseless through the throng ; and he, wrap-
ring his cloak d{et more closely about him, fol-
ows her from the church. What wards do you
think their hearts supplied to the music?
Thought they of worship, or thought they, * half-
foreboding, hall-remembering,” of

* Kisses w' ich we steal in darkness,

And ‘n dorkn-ss give sgain;
Oh. suen kisses—how they rapture
A poor ioul in living raun! "

Outside tiwere, too, if we go early in the even-
ing, before dirkness has set in, we shall find
these men, la their red caps or bandit hats, in
their jac'.ets or pendent coats, who are so de-
vout within the church, quite forgetting the
pious occasion. Even at the very ri urch door,
they may be seen buying and eating sweet-
meats, especially masses of nougai—of which
the Italians are as fond as American school-
girls are of “ Everton taffy " and playing va-
rious games, mora, and o kind of skittles, or
ten pins, on the ground, at which they are very
dexterous. A game over, they crowd their
edibles into pocket, walk into church, kneel,
murmur an Ave or & Pater Noster, cross them-
selves with holy water, march out again, and a
minute afterwards may be found deeply en
gaged in Mora, shouting, yelling, swearing, ges-
ticulating and motioning with all that shrill-
ness, rapidity, and vehemence, which is pecu-
liar to them, and which at once astonishes and
nlarms the steanger -though really luis but s
way they have,” and not dangerons nor a proof
of depravity, in the least.

However, I am able to state that not every
day is a festa, or saint's f2f¢ and holiday, in
(Genoa, slthough they occur quite freguently,
and durin(f the entire autumn the shops are
closed and the people dressed up at least twice
or thrive a week, for the purpose of celebrating
the birthday or the death—they do not care
much which, but seem to rejoice equally over
each occasion—of some canonical benefactor
of the human race. S8till, thers are days not
marked with a white stone in the almanac, days
without a saint, but days nevertheless cata-
logued in our young iriends’ inventory as
“days to be enjoyed without reserve.” 8o,
they had to look about them in search of what
other amusements for the evening Genoa held
out, and their quest was quite as successful as
that of Perceval de Galles after the S8an Greal,
or Japhet after his unknown “ parental.” The
theatre gave them many a treat. In Genoa are
three theatres; four, indeed, only the fourth
oune is ancient, and is uvever opened, unless
upon rare oceasions, snch, perhaps, as the onu-
sual thromg into the city the other day, when
the French army disembarked there, en rowse
for Lombardy, victory, Magenta, and Solferino,
These establishments are the Carlo Felice, one
of the finest opera-houses in Enrope; the Tea-
tro Divrno ordday theatre, devoted to comédie

ise and afternoon performances; and,
mm’ theatre, -b?re the famm:u Mi-
lanese puppet-show is often exhibited. Mr.
Merivale rather pretended to look down upon
the latter, as unworthy the consideration of a
discigle of “h.'fln art,” but Miss Helen Beale
found thees exhibitions irresistibly droll, and,
beiog as fond of witnessing them as George
was, succeeded in getting Merivale and Rupert
to take her thither quite often. And really, as
specimens of comprehensiva, far-reaching, and
nicely-adapted ingenuity, these puppet-shows
are worthy of all Lgniu. Nothing could be
completer than this microcosmic imitation
of the great world of the stage, in all its man-
ifold appointments; and the puppetstage had
this advantage over the human stage, that,
being moved mechanically, the actors of the
Fantoccini never made a false gesture, and,
their parts being read alond behind the scenes,
there was never any danger of failare from de-
fective memory. ese little actors, standing
about three foet high in their boots, are able to
discharge the emtire round of dramatic fune.
tions, ::;_i ::l:ir ’ ir leubnm an infinite
variety . ey play tragedy, comedy,
farce, and the ballet, aucr, each actor wnﬁnin{;
himself to a single part, must of necessity
saltain to a rare perfection in it. How inimita-
bly tragic is their y! I do not see how
any one can have the heart to langh when
Tancredi, rejected by the hard-hearted Serafina,
draws his bodkin rapier, runa himself through,
rolls his eﬂu. and dies—dying, to say the least,
as naturally as Edgardo in Lueia di Lammer-
moor, when he gasps out in the most agoni-
zingly exquisite of tenor voices,
“8e divisi fammo in term,
T T o Ty s
e e BB F
As for the ballet, it is a fair “trinmph of art.”
Never were seen such sorceries, yuch enchant-
ers, such disappearances, such pironettes, such
unexampled apotheoses, such anstomical Inn-
doxes en acti such miraculous vaulting,
tumbling, aerial flights, Dantean monstrosities,
Ovidean mets and exploits
upon wings veaturous as those of Icarus, secore
asthossof Hermes! But when the farce comes
on, then is the time to laughl The inimitable
grotesqueness of these Fantoccini would dis-
compose and set at nugit thoguf‘izlof the
Grand Lama himself. Sech imte men,
such impassioned “ walking gentlemen ;" and,
as for the gracioso, the low eomedian, he is, to
use the words of Mr. Charles Dickens, “slto-
mur insupportable.” His winks are more
of humor than Burton's; his gri ex-
ceeds that of Grassot, and for grand, double-
jointed, .tyiq-hiunlf—inmduhl&inw-hot
suppleness, the familiar instance of the eel does
not tell half his powers.
“ And why shonld she not enjoy it?" said
Merivale, when R was reproving his sister
for her excessive hilarity one night, as they
were witnessing & comedy showing off “The
Englishman in Italy.” * Bo you not know that
there is a wondrous of sigunificant wis-

our
e|he; ‘upon
- - L 7
| to vibrate with &

-1in one of its divers and Protean manifesta-
tions,”

“ And, moreover,” remarked Miss Helen,
looking up with an air of inimitable gravity,
“ brother that I am preparing myself to
beeomo; dramatic writer, and we have the test-

y of your Goethe, that there is no
L e e
. " nd-
gnumu Pmomﬂ..

world to bim. This unex drama at-

(himself) ps hiell}l.fly e:;
pression, which continu

and lasting effect.’ ”

Aund, indeed, may legitimately assume
ti:,;l -;.h aod i'l'l-ueq.fmym'u z’l‘ Coy-
eatry an M sacred histor
were the rongh snd barbarons prelude in thg
dark ages of the drama, as it afterwards rose to
splendor and perfection, 80 these lasting im-
pressions of the puppet-show upon the boy's
plastic memory and mind were the germ from
which sprung and the nuclens from which was
dﬂ'd;lpﬁdx. eventually that infinite Cosmos,
Faust. Miss Beals, however, was possessed b

such sbetract notions. Bhe went to see mi

adtoecini, and liked them, as she did not
scruple to inform her brother and Mr. Merivale,
;‘ llﬂhp!l .b‘mm they are funny, and make me
ang

minds wi f:ltfaue,'uyn

avery

For the National Era.
THE WEST,

BY H. B, NORTOX.

Our ewn brond plain-isnd, stretehing wido’
From where Ohio's waters flow,

To fur Columbia’s swelilng tids,
And s'erp Nevada's horns of snow ;

From shores which tropie billows luve,
To where Superior’s rise and full,

Aud rushing storm, and rolling wave,
Boom & deep m nody o'er ull—

Though brighter flowers in light may gleam
Ou Orinoco's forest shore,

And Eden valleys softly dream ;
Whare Cyndus’ sparkling waters pour;
Though scenes of love, and light, nnd song,

In sanny lwly may shine,
And dim, mysterions logends tirong
Arcund the eagtle-haunted Rhine |
Though many a fairy iglond lies
Where flows the sweet Parific breeze,
And brightly glow the Grecinn skies
Above the sanzy Cyelndes—
Yet for our own loved father land
Our swelling hymus of joy shall rive,
Though bards may sweep, wilh fiery band,
The harp that sings of other skies.

Though here is seen no ruined tower,
No abbey-pile tts grandeor rasra,
Instinct with lore of feodal power,
Anid legends of departed years,
Yot there 1a food for romanece sull;
It hovers o'er each verdant va'e;
A inke and forest, plain and hill
Have each their shadowy, mysiio inle
The records of the fading race
Who trod thesa ploins in days of yore,
Who withered from the white man's face,
And passed away forevermore
The reecords of 1he daring band,
The stern of heart and stiracg of himb,
Who wreuched the lovely Eden-land
From nature wild and savage grim
The records of that human tide,
Which, sweiling, deepening, onward pours,
Through mouniain gorges and pralrie wide,
Toward far Pacifie's stariled shorea,
Bearing upon i1s foremost erest
Free Labor's eonguering triamph-car,
To where, far down the golden west,
Beams forth the flashing Sunset Ftar !
The shining plow speeds an its course,
And, with a foo: that ne'er can tire,
Right westwurd rolis the Tron Ho se,
The thunder-steed of cloud and fire
New empires apring, wheraver stsnda
The Saxon's foor, with thunder shod,
And desert wilds, and prairie-lands,
Bloom like the Eden of our God
New thoughts speed on their conquering way ;
New light moves forth with tread sul:lims;
The dawning of & bettar day
Gleams down the sky of Coming Time

And while, benesth that brightening mom,

The darkness passes from our shere,
May Plenty ope her golden horn,

And Peags brood round us avermore
Bull be thy meotaor flag unfaried,

And still thy watchword Ouward be,
Young ginnt of this later world—

The broad, bright land of Liberiy !

Nlinois, Feb, 27, 1860.
For the National E a

SUCCESS OR FAILURE IN LIFE.

“And so," concluded my friend, sorrowfully,
“my life has been a failore.,” I had not time
to reply to his remark, for he quickly turned
from me and walked away. But long after he
had passed from sight, I seemed to hear the
words in his own sad tone, repeated by the gen-
tle murmur of the evening wind, “ Life has
been a failure.”

Fortune, indeed, had never smiled on my
friend—a succesiful man, in the ordinary ac-
ceptation of that word, he | a1l not been. Berelt
of both parents at an early age, he was lefl a
poor and friendless boy; and now, when he had
reached middle life, he was still dependent on
his daily toil for the maintenance of his family,
He had failed to amass wealth ; his wife wasan
invalid, and death had borne away his first born
child, his ounly son. He was naturally reserved
and had never epoken of himself to me until op
that still summer evening, when he had glanced
rapidly at the chief incidents of his personal
history, and had wound up bis narrative by the
above conclusion, to which my heart could not
respond ; for, under all the discipline a Father's
hand had sent, he had held fast his integrity,
had been not only a moral man, but an bumble
and generally a cheerful Christian. His words
haunted me even after I had gained the soli-
tude of my ewn apartment, and almost involun.
tarily, I cried, “ O Thou All-Wise Father]! What
is the work that thou givest thy children to do
on the earth, the great life-work upon which they
may enter with perfect certainty of success?"
The answer came from his own word, “ Keep
thy heart with all diligence.” The héart is often
likened to a garden where weeds and flowers
are strangely and closely intertwined. O, what
unceasing effort it costs to pluck up the poison-
ous weeds that are so firmly rooted there!
What daily care in separating the rank growth
of indigenous sin from the delicate exotics of

‘heavenly origin| Bay not that life has been &

failure to the. man who has this well-kept gar
den, even though he sing, in very truth, “ No
foot of land do I no cottage in this
wilderness.” Apgain we are told that the heart
is & temple in which every affection and pas-
sion has a separate chamber, and that, general-
Iy, those nsumanu that are occupied by pride,
batred, and all the passions which deface ha-
manity, are well swept and garnished, while in
the upper rooms of faith and reverence and
love, cobwebs and dust do gather; and we sel-
dom enter these, for by ecoutinued disuse they
are not inviting o an immortal guest. But it
is & temple that all :lma{ “keep,” for love ma
enter her chamber, there be so busy wi
deeds of charity, that it will become a we'l-
adorned and comely apartment, where we shall
love to rest and find hesavenly peace. And
faith from her window may so look out on the
lories of the celestial city, on the pleasures
l!.‘hnl are at God's right hand, that the unseen
world shall indeed become the substance and
this earth the shadow.
If silver and gold have not filled our coffers,
if worldly distinctions and inflaence have been
withheld, if all earthly schemes have failed, and
defent has seemed to mark our whole pathway,
m-i;hlhahunthmk life has been a
liant success, a splendid victory, and the

dom symbolicall under these
queries ? hll’ 1&‘&1“011&1‘:::;

victor's crown will be awarded by a higher than
earthly potentate. *

RATES OF ADVERTISING.

Ten centa a line for the firef insertion, five
cents & line for each subsequent one. Ten
words constitate a line. Payment in advance
is invariably required.

3&~ Money may be forwarded by mail at
my risk. Notes on Eastern banka preferred.
amounts may be remitted in drafts or
certificates of deposit.

3@ Subscribers wishing their papers chang-
ed, will give the name of the post office changed
Jrom, as well as the post office they wish it
hereafier sent to.

& All communications to the) whethee
on business of the paper or for publioati

_| should be addressed to

M. L. BAILEY, Washington, D. C.\

For the National Era.
THE HANNEE.E OF FOWLS.

I doubt 5ot we have all experienged & pecu-
liar thrill of pleasure, tinged it may be with
the slightes} shade of self-exaltation, when, in
readiug a favorite suthor, we have suddenly
come upom some idea, clearly and beautifully
expressed, that had previously been floating
in our own brain, but in so chaotic & state that
we had failed to give it form and permanency,
by our inability to adjust to it appropriate lan-
guage. This pleasure was mine when 1 first
read the following sentence in Hawthorse :
“ All hens are well worth studying, on account
of the piquancy and rich variety of their man-
ners.” Then the novelist and statesmuu, the
aathor of world-wide renown, had studied the
manuers of hens, even as I had done, and still
continue to do, as I watch the daily life of our
domestic fowls, as they stray from their own
legitimate domain, to revel in the delights of &
newly-mown clover-field, just under my win-
do%. Tt is wonderful how meny phases of bu-
man nature they exhibit. For instance, the
hero of the farm-yard, the lord of the harem, as
be struts along on those ungsinly stilts. Look
at him! The very picture of an arrogant,
pompous, blustering, cock-o'-the-walk, as he is!
Good wiry deign to inform us, inferior humans,
why you take those airs upon yourself. What
is the ground of your pretensions? You ad
mit the pescock to be insufferably vain; but
when with immense satisfaction he spresds out
his glories to the admiring gnze of mortals, we
do adwire, while we deprecate the motive ol
the gorgeous display. But pray, sir, what can
\-llllr L'(]l‘lr)) are lit‘u.‘k-l‘!“l
black, n dingy white, and invisible green.

i‘:lli

Wi

you show ug ?

more canddr than civility, it may be, that per
And I hav

no great confidence in your bravery, alb

sonal beauty is not your dower. e
et
your etride is martial, and your air communnd
ing.
veriest puppy ? Az if Lo answer my inquiries,
Chanticleer approaches, stands on tip-toe, cocks
crow. With wings partially extended, and
feathera ereet, he opens his immense bill,
and—a ciayion blast indeed. Another, and
gtill anbthér, aud each one

shriller, than before.

naarer, clearer,
I cry you mercy! 1
yield my point, and conoede that your pride is
justifiabile, founded on the same claim as that
of the nobility of the earth—hereditary de-
scent ! - Your aucestry stalked on the Celestial
Empire. You and Confucius have one com-
mon father-land !

Turn we now to the gentler sex: and first,
let me introduce to your notize and sequaint-
ance this fair young dame with the gray mautle
and snow-white collar. Quakerlike in cos-
tume, petitg though symmoetrical n figure, we
recognise 0o near relationship bLetween her
and tho gentleman that we bave just lefi. Fair
representative of the race of Bolton Grays! 1
made your acquaintance early one spring morn-
ing, at our kitchen door, when in maternal
pride and joy you brought your brood of nine
young chickens, as beautiful and as sprightly
ag ever gladdened a mother's heart, and boldly
demanded your morning meal. You were no
eringing, half-scared petitioner, with bustling
feathers and vervous a'[u-‘k Self-poasessed and
dignified, you 1ntroduced me to your darlings,
and then with winuing confidence cawe upon
the door-step, to my very feet, and received the
breakfast from my hand that youn erumbled for
your helpless brood. 1 Ioukmf on adwiringly,
thinking the while that you were all gentleness
und Jove; when, suddenly, three daring Chi-

table. Quicker thau a finsh, that tender mother
was transformed to a fighting soldier! Quicker
than thought, those impudent marsuders were
rovted! Bhade of Joan of Are, tremble for
your laurels !

But, like other characters that we have

she was to punish them in others, as certain
depredations in our garden can testify. Onions
and beets, jomatoes and parsuips, that had
fairly got started in the worid, m;é gave prom
ise of un early and an abundaut harvest, fell
under her remorseless talons, till the patience
of our factotum was exhaosted, and our hervine
was actually caught, and shut up in a hen.
coop! Ignoble captivity it was, and keenly
she felt the shame and disgrace of the whole
transnction. Express her just indignation h_-,-!
her own versacular clucking and cackling, spite-
ful though B was, she could not ; and I blush |
to say that she actually attempied & crow, as
with angry strides she paced the narrow en-
closure of her temporary prison.

But while she stormed, the sun shone, dew |
fell, and vggetables grew—grew beyind her
power to IMrm—and, at length, liverty wus
restored to the captive,

I am anre | cannot account for the instinet
that taught her the sudden rise in the market
value of eggs; but certain I am, that, soon |
after the fact was estallished, she called her |
family logether one mofning, and gave them
to understand that hereafier they must look |
out for themselves, for she had other business
on hand ; and then, all heedless of their en
lrﬂating peep, she walked away with the firm
nets of a Bpartan matron. She songht aund
found a pleasant spot, and shady, under a cur. |
rant-bush, and from day to day she anoeunces,
by three loud cackles, that we ean there find |
one mare additiou 1o our store of egps. Then |
she wandgrs o the Rvorite clover field, but not
to seek the companionship of her feathered
kindred. Apartirom them,she hunts for grass- |
hoppers and other viands reliched by the not
fastidious palates of hens. In her exclusive-
ness she keeps up a continued croak, indica.
tive of perfect contentment and an approviug
couscience,

And who, in these days, when woman's mis-
gion and woman's capacity and woman's rights |
are sognuch speculated upop—who will not say
that ogs who i3 so selfreliant and fearless, so
prompfand forgiving, 80 cheerful and diligent—

her claim to be the egual (save the mark!) of

the Shavghai gentleman of earlier notice ?
.

———

“’URI.—Benjmmu Brown, a colored Methods

among the colored people of Milford and Siaugh-
ter Neock, was arrested on Friday last, at the in-
stigation of some of the cirizens of Slaughter
Neck, for being n non-resident. He was takeo
before Esq. Revill, whio was compelled by the law
to fine him fifty dollars. He was also ordered 1o
leave the State in five days, or again be snbject
to fine and imprisonment. It Seems that, be
sides preaching on the Sabbath, he had opened
a school, in which free colored children in great
numbegs were learning to read and write, and
this exeited the opposition that was manifested
in enfofeing an inhuman law. The preacheris
said to be a quiet, peaceable, intelligent man
His work among the free negroes of this vicin-
ity wag elevating and improving them; but
this many white men are opposed to—never
seeming, while they abuse the negroes for their
immorsl and vicious practices, to consider that
it is their ignorance and degradation that
makes them &0, and, to remove which, intelli-
gence and moral elevation is absolutely neces-
sary. . Ignorance is the mother of vice, and
knowledge is the father of virtue, among all
classes of men.

Many of our citizens have since signed a
petition to l.helgu.igu for this county for anr-
mit tozallow Brown to remain and attend to
the dujies to which he has been assigned by

Bishop Scott, but the judge has not yet graoted
it ﬁ'ﬁm was ordained a deacon in the church

are compelled to whisper in your ear, with |

Have 1 not seen you put to flight by the |

au eye towhrds his defamer, and preparos to

nese robbers protruded their bills on your very |

known, this young moth:r was not quite as |

careful o abstain from peceadilloes hersell ns | - -
| them out in bot a spisitless and faithless man

| iur_'i'nnpl—hﬁ_v execnted,

nay, one who has proved bersell equal to any |

and all emergencies—haa not fully eswablished |
| savage.

A Mzrnonist Preacser Drivex rrou His |

ist preacher, sent by the Conference to labor |

—_—

by Bi Waugh, late of Baltimore, and to
Jclm by Bishop Baker.

A son of Brown was also engaged in teach-
ing in Milford, but, on receiving nctification,
he left the town, and probably the State.

“ Verily I say unto you, inasmuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these breth-
ren, ye have done it unio me.”"—Milford (Del.)

News,
L

No. VL.
INKLINGS FROM THE FRONTIER;

o,
Life and Observations among Oivilized
. Indians
Forr Wasarra, . N, Feb. 13, 1860.
Tv the Editor of the National Bva :

Positively, my dear friend, wheu I began jot-
ting down this series of inklings, I intended
to make only a few preliminary remarks, probe
ably not more than a column or two in the Ergy
and then proceed at once with a parsonal nar-
ration of incidents in daily lifs, and observa.
tions among the Cherokees, Creeks, Beminoles,
Choctuws, and Chickasaws. But, like an in-
experisnced swimmer, who ventures out into
the deep nnd swift current, I have suffered my-
solf to run ioto a subject, coonecled with a
train of thought, from which I find it hard to
extricate myself. Having onee entered npon
this subject, ileas after ideas continned to pre-
gent themselves, and line after line sontinued
to full from my pen, till now I fnd myself en.
toring upon the manuscript of my sixth letter.
|1 sincercly hope, however, that I have suc-
n eliciting vour kind attention, and

ceeded

I aAw .;ku:.llﬁ.: an interest in the eause | ;iicnri—
| the esuse of our oo-much-neglected red breth-
ren. The subject is one that ought to interest
| you, if it does not.

But I am not yet throogh with preliminary
you have been patient thus far,

bear with me through a few more preliminary

| remurks. ){"‘

i.\.‘nruuru'-_\.‘.n', Hn-n, il my -_-Uhjﬂ.i and wy .-.l._'.:ci

of narrative are adequate, 1 will endeavor to

make nmends for those lotters that mny have

appesred dull Lo gome.

I he Indinns who inkabit this Territory have
already become considerably advanced in civil’
ization. But their rH],s:-'i. pProgress, 1 n-];i_\. he-

lieve, is owing more 10 the intelligence and the

| of their people, than to any wise and well-di.

noble efforts of energetic and influential men

rected nid they have received from our Gov
It

|lﬁ not yet too late to give them the benefit of

ernment. Much can yet be done for them.

aid long neglected. Yet, from present indica

| cations, from the direction Iu-l]llunl slraws are
[ wafte d athwart the horizon of party tactics by
| the political breezes, I infer that instead of ren-
| dering real and substautial good, of doing justico
| Lo I!]t_' young l'r)ln'.ndniiilm llrt'l;_fxl'.ll__' to tukr an
I honorable position in the seale of civilization,
|a party of politicians are conniving at plans
to cheat them out of their tarritory, that the
aren of slavery may be extended and the slave
power aogmentied. Seoator Johnson's bill
(which did not pasa) was the first move in this
direction. Time und Congressional proceed-
| ings will show what the next will be., 1 merely
mention this matter, hoping that the friends of
free labor and Indian rights will be prepared
to meet the issue, in whatever shape it way
next present itself.

Aside from those civilized tribes or nations
there are many comparatively wild and savage
tribes, demanding the attention and fraternal
cars of our Nationul legislators,

Having presumed to condemn the system
| heretofore pursued by Government and those
who bave undertaken to ameliorate the condi-
tion of our akorigines, and nssertad that their
efforts have not been so fruitful as conld be ex-
pected, it is but fair that I should, in as few
words as possible, point out a system which I
think would prove far more sfficacious.

Fven where Government has set beneficial
movements and measures on foot, injudicions
and incompetent agents have prefendad o carry

ner, All the best-laid schames have been but
Hence, the many fail-
ures ol Government, and the great discourage-
ment of philanthropista.

Let Government, aided by benevolent socie-
ties, at once sct about the work of doing the
poor Indinn justice in real earnest, and but a
fow decades will have elapsed, ere we will san
vew and vigorous communities springing up
all along our frontier; and instend of savage
foes, we wall have intellizeat, industrious, and
peacolul neighbors, lendiog & helping hand to

| work out our great natiounl destinies—that is,

if the fire-eaters don't mavage to slide out of
the Union, and drag our South afier them.

The more wild and savage tribos should ba
dealt gently with at first. Give them herds of
cattle, and learn them to preserve sod propa.
gate thew. Teach them that it is better to be
1N possession of vast herds of Eﬂlllﬂ. of hOK‘a.
sheep, and domestic fowls, than to be depend-
ent on buffaloes, and other wild animala, which
nre br:-l-:uillg searcor aud searcer 8vVery year,
and the first important step in their progress
towards civilization is accomplished. Agncal-
ture, the mechanical arts, religion, and litera-
ture, will then pgre :!un”\'. but ]liml_\?, folluw.

| Civilization should nat be forced upon them

too- rapidly, nor should they be placed under
much restraint. Children learn to crawl
belore they ean walk. Bources of athletio
gpurt and manly amusemeont should be devised,
and presented to them, in lien of the excite-
ment of war and the chase, Gradoally wean
them from their savage habits and superstitious
notions, belore mtummiug to instill lessons of
Christianity aod civilization.

lu order to carry out & new plan of civiliza-
tion, let Government exert itsell to induce all,
or ns many of the Indian tribes aa possible, to

| enter into treaty ntlpul:;lmnn‘ wherrby the In-

dians, on one part; agroe to séttle in some
country fixed upon, and the Government, on the
other part, agrees to then and there take them
under paternal care, and teach them a neow

| nnd a better life. The humaaizing inlusnces of

the most simple arts shoald first be brought to
besr upon the yet uniamed and untatored
As has already been intimated, years
ol experience have demonstented that it is bad
policy to shock the patures of savages by at-
tempting 1o force upon thew the highest ac
quiremeunts and attainments of s civilization of
eighteen centurios standing.

Yet much can be done by a aystamatic and
well-directed systewc of traming. For each

| triba or community thus seitled, let there be

an agent or superintondent sppointed, aud let

|[.““" be o man «very way qual oed 1o r!.:i-h-ir- ;
the duties of his vflice in this noblest an

lsudable of all human undertukings. He should
Isee s{r'n:]_b‘ netuated b_l" pure snd disinterested”
motives, with an “eye single " to the welfare of
the Indiau, becausé he holds the respounsible
position which the guardian of acother man's
children does.

But the agent should only be the head, the
chief, of an able corps of good men women,
eutirely devotod to the task of humanizing the
savage, and developing his God-given mind.
Every branch of industry, every useful art
that can be made advan us to an embryo
community of civilized Indians, should be rep-
resented by a master and assistants. Thers
should be competent persons to take charge of
the business of preserving and managiog all
domestic animals aud fowls that Government
introduces for breeding. Farming vtensils, and
all the simple tools used by enrly pi y
should be furnished by Governmeént. cab-
ing, or small and cheap houses, should im-
mediately built for the chiefs and prineipal men,
that the common people :?-h’;n n by
them in constructing Vs,
Grauaries for storing the produets of the farm,
s well as sheds enclosures for the protec.




